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JAMES RAMSEY ULLMAN

Everest was George Mallory's mountain, more than any other
man's. He had pioneered the way to it and blamed the trail to
its heights ; his flaming spirit had been the principal driving
force behind each attack ; the conquest of the summit was the
great dream of his life. His companions, watching him during
these early June days of 1924, realised that he was preparing for
his mightiest effort, and it seems fitting to pause briefly at this
point and hear, through their words, what manner of man he was.

CAPT. JOHN NOEL

Mallory was no ordinary man. Raeburn, the veteran climber,
before he was afflicted with the illness which unfortunately
finished his climbing days, said that for sheer dash there was no
one to touch this young climber. He applied himself to the
task, which might have appalled most other men by its danger
and magnitude, with indomitable energy and will. \Vhen he
found his mistake over the missing of the East Rongbuk approach
to Everest, he got his caravan of exhausted porters and his
companions over the Lakpa-La in soft snow, nearly tearing their
hearts out, and then encouraged them on still farther even to
surmount the greater obstacle of the terrible Ice Cliff.

With his physical strength he had a vivid imagination and a
great heart. He seemed to live in a realm remote from everyday
life. It could be seen that he had great imagination and ideals.
He was stubborn to a degree ; and his ideas were, perhaps,
lacking in flexibility ; but yet in another sense this same rigidity
contributed to the strength of that determination which caused
him to push through with dauntless energy any enterprise he
might take up. In camp on the later expeditions we often used
to tease him in fun for his " advanced views." Some of these
views on political and social questions were indeed advanced.
(You see even in the camps on Everest, as in every remote corner
of the world, men are wont to talk on politics for ever.) He was
lofty as the peaks he loved.

He was always young at heart and fond of a game. In America,
after his sensational climbs in 1922, a photographer caught him
climbing a fire-escape at a New York skyscraper hotel, but not in
the manner the builders intended. He was going up underneath
the steps hand over hand, sometimes upside down !